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Nye Got the Fire 


Author's Notes: 
Sequel and possibly more on the way! 


Bruce sighed and plopped down on his bed. His was bored out of his mind, he brought nothing to read and as 
for watching the telly? Hard to do with nothing of interest on. He was hoping that Steve would hurry up with 
whatever he was getting, he turned down a night at the pub with Nicko and Davey so this had better be good, 
but knowing Steve, there was always promise of good things to come because the sweet, shy bassist became 
a completely different person whenever they went at it. He could remember the exchange between them 


earlier. 


EK 
They had just checked into the hotel and received their keys. He was on his way to the elevator with the rest 
when a hand clamped down on his shoulder. He looked back to see Steve just as the elevator doors closed on 


them. Steve said nothing but nodded his head towards the stairwell next to the elevators. 


"Wot floor are you on? | ‘eard a couple of us got separated” 
Bruce glanced at his card, Room 322. "Umm, | believe the third." 
Steve's feral smile returned, "Perfect." 


He then proceeded to drag Bruce through the stairwell doors and up two flights of stairs before suddenly 
dropping his bag and rounding on him, slamming him up against the wall before crashing their lips together. 


eR 


Bruce could feel his cock stirring at the memory, just like it did when Steve groped him rather roughly. 


*** 
He could feel Steve's hand rubbing hard against the swollen bulge in his pants. The need for air became too 


great and eventually they had to part. 


Breathing hard and now rubbing his thigh against Bruce's cock, Steve said "I ‘ave to go an’ pick up a couple of 


fings, wait up fer me." 

*K 

With that they parted ways and Bruce has been waiting for him, still quite hard, ever since. A knock on his 
door roused him from his thoughts. He got up and opened the door to a rather smug-looking Steve with a 
shopping bag in his hand. He was dressed differently than he was earlier. He exchange his pants and long sleeve 
for a plain white shirt and short, red footie shorts. 

"Well, are you goin' to let me in?" Steve smirked. 

"Oh," Bruce blushed, "Come on in" 


Steve brushed past him. "It's good to see tha’ you shed a few layers." 


Bruce blushed again as he shut the door, as soon as he had gotten to his room he had stripped down to his 
briefs. "Well, what do you have planned Harris?" 


If it didn't send continuous bolts of arousal to his groin, he would have found a way to wipe that feral grin off 
of Steve's face. 


"Why don't you lie down an’ see fer yerself?" 


With a shudder from the predatory look he got from Steve, he did 
"Oh an’ tie yer ‘air back wif fis." 


He handed Bruce a hair tie and Bruce proceed to do so then laid back down. Steve then proceeded to match 


Bruce in dress before climbing next to him, bag still in hand. Bruce watched as he began taking things out of 
the bag: a bottle of honey, a bottle of chocolate syrup, a small tub of vanilla ice cream, a spoon, and a can 


whipped cream. Steve smirked; Bruce's cock twitched in his briefs. 
"Jus lay back an’ enjoy, mate." 


Steve started with the whipped cream. He shook the can before taking off the top and lightly sprayed a dab 
behind Bruce's right ear. His tongue followed soon after, softly licking up all traces of the sweet substance 
causing Bruce to shudder. He repeated the action with the left ear, getting a small sigh for his efforts. He 
sprayed some of the cream on Bruce's jugular and proceeded to suck away, drawing a groan from Bruce. Down 
even further, Steve stopped at Bruce's chest and put identical dabs on each nipple, and he slowly flicked his 


tongue up and down on one of the now-straining buds. 
"Fuck." Bruce breathed as Steve continued to lavish the bud with attention 


Steve made his way over to the other side and began to attack the other nipple with the same vigor, causing 
Bruce to arch up into the hot, wet cavern Setting the whipped cream aside, he picked up the bottle of honey 
and made his way down to Bruce's stomach. Settling himself between Bruce's legs, he flipped up the lid a 


squirted a small amount into Bruce's navel, causing Bruce to yelp at the coldness of the sticky liquid. 
‘Sorry mate." He responded, not even bothering to look contrite at the glare Bruce sent his way. 


He leaned down and slurped the honey from Bruce's navel, drawing a moan from the smaller man. Steve put 


the bottle down and reached for the waistband Bruce's briefs. 
"Up." Was all he said and Bruce lifted his hips so Steve could remove the offending garment. 


With them out of the way, Steve picked the honey back up and proceeded to drizzle it on Bruce's right thigh 
and immediately his tongue followed. Bruce gasped and shifted underneath Steve as he lapped up the rest of 
the honey. He showed the same appreciation towards the other thigh before shifting his attention towards the 
rigid flesh jutting up from Bruce's groin. 


He looked up at Bruce's face, soft, pleading chocolate on dark, cloudy brown. Bruce bit down on his bottom lip, 
begging with his eyes and Steve smirked; he'd oblige him this time. He then tipped the bottle upside down and 
squeezed; a shower of the golden liquid coating Bruce's length completely as well as the firm globes beneath 
them. Discarding the bottle of honey, he crawled down until he was face to face with Bruce's cock. Taking a 


deep breath, he gave a firm, slow lick up Bruce's shaft, earning a loud groan as Bruce closed his eyes. 


With no warning whatsoever, he took the whole rod into his mouth and down his throat, Bruce tossing his head 
back with a shriek at the tight heat that engulfed him. As Steve continued on his mission to rid his member of 
the sticky substance, Bruce mewled and writhed beneath him, delirious with the pleasure given his way. He 
whimpered at the loss of Steve's mouth just before moaning loudly as Steve sucked one of the firm globes 
just under his cock. Steve gently tapped it against the roof of his mouth before going to work on the other 


ball as well. Bruce let out a soft sound of complaint as Steve got off of him. 
Steve patted his hip, "Turn ofer, ‘ands an’ knees." He ordered and waited for Bruce to situate himself. 


Steve reached for the ice cream and spoon. Pulling off the top to find it had melted a little, he smiled, Perfect 
he thought. He scooped some up and grazed the spoon across Bruce's upper back. Bruce cursed and shivered 
when the vanilla treat touched his skin. Steve licked his way from shoulder to shoulder, leaving no trace of the 
cold substance left. Deciding the ice cream was melted enough he discarded the spoon and picked the small tub 
up. He tilted it slightly and let the ice cream drip down Bruce's spine, satisfied with the amount after he 
reached the beginning of Bruce's arse. He closed the lid on the ice cream and set it on the floor. He went back 
to kneel beside Bruce and took long, slow swipes of the ice cream, enjoying the trembling under his tongue as 


he made his way down to Bruce's cleft. 


Meanwhile, Bruce thought he was going to explode. He didn't know if he wanted Steve to stop this maddening 
torture or continue giving this sweet pleasure. He did know that the feel of Steve's tongue was sending him to 
heights he'd never been to before. The lavish attention that mouth was showering upon him made him weak 
and it took every bit of his will power to stay up. He was so occupied with this task that he didn't feel Steve 
stop, didn't hear the sound of a cap opening, and shockingly, he didn't feel the drizzling of the chocolate syrup 
down is cleft and between is crack. He did, however, feel the hands spreading his cheeks open and he did feel 
the tongue that began its slow descend. 

It was almost his undoing when Steve came back up and started licking, sucking, and kissing his pucker in 
earnest. As he straightened his tongue and probed into Bruce's arse, he could taste the sweetness of the 
chocolate syrup and he could taste a musky, salty essence that was simply Bruce, and it made his own cock 


throb in response. 


Bruce was a mess; mewls, moans, and whines poured from his mouth under Steve's oral assault on his arse. 
He was on the verge of collapsing when Steve removed his tongue and replaced it with a finger. His breath 
began to pick up when the finger moved in and out, he cried out when a second finger joined the first, and he 


was begging by the time the third finger joined the first two. 
"S-Steve. l'm ready. Just.. just put it in me... please!" he panted. 


Steve smirked and took out his fingers. Getting up from the bed, he made quick work of his boxers and climbed 
back behind Bruce. Then, it hit him. 


"Bludi ‘ell. Fergot the lube. Guess | need to substitute." 

Bruce heard the pop of a cap this time and smelled a sweet aroma in the air. "Wha-" 

Bruce's inquiry was cut off by a groan as the head of Steve's cock breeched the tight ring of his arse. Steve 
slowly rocked back and forth until his full length was inside Bruce. Giving him a few moments to adjust, Steve 


concentrated on holding back his orgasm, God had he missed the tight heat of his lover. He snapped out of his 


reverie when Bruce pushed back against his groin and he began to slowly pull back. 


Suddenly, he snapped his hips forward and Bruce cried out. Steve set a furious pace, tossing caution to the 
wind; he could take it slow the next time he and Bruce had sex. He grunted with each thrust forward and 
groaned as Bruce would tighten around him as he pulled back. Screams tore out of Bruce's mouth constantly 
as he was pounded into the mattress. Steve pulled out and pushed Bruce on his side and tugged him onto his 
back. Lifting his legs up on his shoulders, he pushed back into Bruce and continued his assault on Bruce's arse. 
Bruce's screams turned into wails when Steve changed angles and hit that hidden spot inside him. Bolt after 
bolt of pleasure trembled up his spine as Steve continued to ride him hard. All too soon Steve felt the knot in 
his stomach to tighten. 

"Fuck, Bruce. I'm.Nngh...close." 

"Oh god, oh fuck, oh god." 

"Shite. Uhhh. God." 


Steve reached between them and wrapped his callused fingers around Bruce's cock and began to match the 


rough paces of thrusts into Bruce. 


"S-Stevel Oh god, Steve!" Bruce keened as his cock leapt in Steve's hand and shot out long jets of cum across 
his chest, stomach, and the hand gripping him. 


Steve's own shout followed Bruce's as the tight channel clutched his cock in a vice and milked him for 


everything he had. He dropped Bruce's legs down to his waist and collapsed on top of the smaller male. 


He climbed off of Bruce and fell beside him after he somewhat composed himself. He drew him in to lie on his 


chest ard they both began to doze off 

"Steve?" 

"Wot?" Steve answered sleepily 

"You did not use that syrup as lube did you?" Bruce asked hopefully 


Steve just snickered. 


